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Contact Bicycle Law at 866-912-2789

There's that feeling in the air as one heads out for the morning ride,
whether it be a short commute or a longer effort. A crispness, a different
light. Fall is nigh. Oddly dressed folks will soon be riding laps, hopping
on and off bikes in the mud and sand. That's a nod to all you crazy cat
cyclocrossers out there. We don’t mean to offend, but some might call
you weird. s that a loaded term these days? The rest of us will be
digging out our layers and lights because conspicuity is key.

In this issue we go granular on insurance. Wait—come back here! This is
crucial. We hope you'll never need insurance. And we hope you'll never
need to check in with us. But cyclists have specialized insurance needs,
and we've got a guide for you.

To counterbalance dry insurance talk we give you a race report from the
Hoodoo 500, told by the 2024 ultra distance national champion himself.
For most of us, reading the saga is the closest we'd want to come to the
grueling extremes imposed by riding 500 miles in a single go.

In an effort to lighten things (dad joke!), we touch on the end of daylight
saving time and ways to improve safety on the road at the beginning or
end of the day.

Finally, a reminder that the 17th Supermarket Street Sweep is coming up
in San Francisco for those who want a little friendly competition—or
volunteer to help those facing food insecurity.

Wherever your journeys take you, we wish you joy, the wind at
your back, and safe passage.

Hoping you keep the rubber side down,
Miles B. Cooper, Maryanne B. Cooper, Bob Mionske,
and everyone at Bicycle Law g

Get your regular.dose of Bicycle Law
bicycling joy on Instagram:




CYA: BICYCLE LAW’S INSURANCE GUIDE
FOR

If you're reading this, it's fair to assume you're a cyclist. It's also a good
bet you have health insurance, a renters or homeowners insurance policy,
and (if you have a car) auto insurance. But do you know if that's enough
to cover you if you get hurt while riding? What about if you accidentally
hurt someone else?

In this guide, we'll provide an overview of the types of insurance we think
are important if you're going to be on the road. Note: This article doesnt
go into detail on health insurance or disability insurance—both of which

we strongly recommend for everyone.

And if you're too busy to read the whole guide, we've got some key
takeaways at the end. We promise skipping to it won't hurt our feelings;
we're happy as long as folks get the coverage they need.

Auto insurance

When we consult with an injured cyclist, one of the first questions we
ask is whether they have an automobile insurance policy, even if they
don't drive a car. Why? Example: In California, an estimated one in three
drivers drive either without insurance (despite it being against the law)
or the legal minimum of $15,000 per person, per incident. This is barely
enough to cover the cost of an ambulance ride and emergency room
visit, let alone further treatment.

This is where UM/UIM (uninsured/underinsured motorist) coverage can
save the day. A good UM/UIM policy will cover you in most situations
where you make contact with another vehicle. This means if you're hit
while riding your bicycle, walking across the street, or even riding in
someone else’s car, your UM/UIM policy will cover you. Check your level
of coverage by looking at your auto insurance declarations page. It's
probably too low, and we highly recommend buying a bigger policy:
UM/UIM coverage is the cheapest disability insurance you can get.

Living car-free? Most auto insurance companies offer non-owner operator
policies. These too can be very inexpensive and worth checking out.
(Example: the Coopers renewed a policy with USAA for $1,000,000 of
auto coverage and UIM coverage for only $400 in 2020.)

Some caveats:

e Hit-and-runs: In the case of a hit-and-run, most policies require the
injured person to make a police report or report the incident to the
insurance company within 24 hours of the incident; otherwise, the
incident will not be covered.

® Motorcycle UM/UIM: Moto policies don't have the same type of
UM/UIM, and their coverage is typically expensive. If you have a
motorcycle but no car, it's probably more cost-effective to add a
non-car owner policy that insures your UM/UIM on your moto policy.

e Stacking: In some states, the UM/UIM coverage “stacks” on top
of the driver's policy. If it stacks, you can obtain a maximum of the
driver’s policy plus your UM/UIM coverage. (California is not one of
those states; Oregon is.)




Renters or homeowners insurance

Why is this type of insurance important while riding? Because you may
inadvertently hurt another rider or pedestrian. When that injured person
makes a claim against you, you'll need something else. Your auto policy’s
liability coverage only works when you're driving a car.

That something else is a renters or homeowners policy, also sometimes
known as a personal liability policy. While they typically cover the threat
of loss or damage to possessions or one’s home, they also provide liability
insurance if you accidentally hurt someone. The liability coverage limit
determines the maximum your policy will pay for a claim. We also
recommend supplementing this with the following for the proverbial
rainy day.

Umbrella or excess insurance

Umbrella insurance, also known as excess insurance, acts as a secondary
layer of insurance over your auto and renters or homeowners policies.

It only comes into play when an injury exceeds the underlying policy—
something really big and serious. And because it's rarely deployed, it's
surprisingly affordable.

Why do you need it? Because mistakenly hurting someone can be
incredibly expensive. Umbrella policies typically require $250,000 as the
minimum liability limits for your auto and renters/homeowners insurance.
Umbrellas are usually between $1 million and $5 million in coverage.
When buying, consider how much you want to protect, not how much
you want to pay.

KEY TAKEAWAYS AND ACTIONS

Ready to make sure you're covered? Here's what to do: Open
your calendar and pick a day sometime within the next month.
Find a time with a two-hour window and make yourself a time
block: “Review insurance with agent/broker.” (It will probably
take less time than that, but carve it out anyway; this is
important stuff.) Here's what to talk about:

0 Auto insurance: Get UM/UIM limits that will be enough
to cover you if you get hit. $500,000-$1M is recommended.
Even if you don't own a car, purchase a non-owner
operator policy.

e Renters or homeowners insurance: AKA personal
liability policy to protect you if you hurt someone while
riding. $250,000-$300,000 recommended, usually enough
to qualify for an umbrella policy.

9 Umbrella insurance: Your additional layer of protection
in case you hurt someone really badly. Policies are
typically $1M-$5M in coverage and very affordable.

Taking these steps will help make a huge difference for you or
someone you love at some point in your life—not to mention
offering additional peace of mind while you're out riding.
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The road up Boulder-Mountain, one of two-above category climbs.
“Photo: Zachary Morvant / @zmorvant :

HOODOO 500: RACING
AROUND

By Zachary Morvant
It's the middle of August in Utah and it's 36°F.

6am, dark, still, and silent on a Sunday. I'm climbing
Cedar Breaks National Monument toward Brian Head,
over 10,000 feet in the sky, 400 miles and 26 hours
into a 520 mile bike race on zero sleep. 265 miles
behind me lies the site of a years-old familial
tragedy, the most cataclysmic event of my young life.

| focus on keeping my pedal strokes even and
breathing controlled in the thin air. I'm wearing
almost all of my layers: cycling cap, reflective vest
over my jersey and base layer, arm and leg warmers,
long finger gloves, shoe covers. If it gets any colder,
tucked in one of the many bikepacking bags
strapped to my road bike's frame is my rain jacket.
Luckily, despite the threat of monsoonal weather,

| haven't needed it yet.

Welcome to the Hoodoo 500.

Just what in tarnation is that, you may ask?
(Especially if you're an old-timey prospector.) The
Hoodoo 500 is an ultra-endurance cycling event
starting and ending in St. George, Utah. The route
is a perfect loop. Their website (hoodoo500.com)
claims “not a single inch is repeated;” boasts
smooth pavement and breathtaking scenery; and
goes through, around, or by:

e three National Parks (Zion, Bryce Canyon,
and Capitol Reef)

e three National Monuments (Pipe Springs,
Grand Staircase-Escalante, and Cedar Breaks)

e and countless Utah State Parks (including
Anasazi, Coral Pink Sand Dunes, Kodachrome,
and Snow Canyon).



It's also a RAAM (Race Across America) qualifier, which wasn't what drew
me to it, but | digress.

There are a number of ways you can race it (or “divisions”). You can do
the Hoodoo as a relay team. You can do it on a tandem. You can do it
solo. All of these are allowed support, which means a minimum of two
people that you've either paid and/or love you very much. They typically
drive a van or similarly large vehicle to hold all the extra gear and have
space for sleeping.

But what if you're frugal, unloved, and/or have a screw loose? Well, my
friend, you're in luck. You can sign up for the Voyager division, aka
"self-supported.” I'll leave it to you to guess what | did.

The rules, like many bikepacking races and randonneur rides, are that
you're allowed no support outside of what's available to anyone else:
meaning you often resupply food and water at gas stations, cafes, and
restaurants along the route. If you need mechanical help beyond your
abilities, hopefully you can find an open bike shop.

Spirits are high despite the early start for the Voyagers.
Photo: Zachary Morvant / @zmorvant

There is, however, an exception from the Hoodoo 500 organizers. Since
there are two time stations at hotels along the route (at approximately
mile 196 and 368) that involve checking in with a race official, Voyagers
are allowed to leave a drop bag at each, as well as use the hotel room
facilities for a nap or shower. This is especially helpful because in Utah,
everyone seems to go to bed by 9om and everything is closed, making
nighttime resupplies virtually impossible.

Oh, and did | mention that for both the supported and self-supported
solo divisions, there is a national championship on the line?

The Voyagers start at least 2 hours earlier than everyone else. So
at 5am Saturday, just under 15 of us roll out in darkness from the Best
Western in St. George, lights blinking and freehubs whirring. On race
organizer Deborah Bowling's advice, we enjoy the time chatting and

getting to know each other a bit, each of us knowing it may be the last
lengthy conversation we enjoy for the next 30-50 hours.

There are friendly faces in the field: Clarice Sayle, whom I've known from
my early fixed gear and road racing days. She's racing with her partner
Jonathan Wilson in the “conjoined” division, which means they have to
ride close and finish together. | meet Holly Diop when | comment on her
Seattle Randonneurs vest, and of course we have a mutual friend (hi
James). Kevin Bilbee, a Hoodoo veteran who's leading the parade, did
the Trans San Gabriel race | bailed on last year due to post-PBP injury
concerns. | marvel at how much you can learn about folks in a mere six
miles, how small our two-wheeled world is, and then just like that the
parade is over and the race is on.

I've raced all kinds of mass-start events: road races, track races, hill sprints.
This start is not like that. There's no kick, no immediate fight for position;
| simply lower myself onto my aero bars and start slowly pulling away
from the field at a pace that would get you dropped in a moderately fast
group ride. Everyone here is playing the long game. | am, too—and |
also want to set a course record, which currently stands at 35 hours and
24 minutes.

BANG! HISSHISsHIssHisshissss. My most hated sounds in the world
right now. It's only mile 24 and my rear tire just suffered a catastrophic
puncture, hemorrhaging air and white tacky tubeless sealant all over my
bike and the road. | pull over alongside the parkway, the sky still black,
and investigate the massive cut some mystery object inflicted. | stick two



Dynaplug darts in it, inflate it with a tiny electric pump, and get rolling,
hoping the plugs hold. While I'm doing this, half of the field passes me,
but | try not to sweat it. Early yet.

| make it all of two miles before the hissing returns. Pulling over again,
| stick a third dart where | feel air escaping, pump it back up, and say a
prayer to the bike gods.

The sun comes up, 20 uneventful miles roll by, and there’s that damned
snake again. | pull over for the third time in as many hours and stick a
fourth dart in my tire, this time inflating to about 75% pressure. Maybe
I'll have to pull all the hardware out and put in a tube and a tire boot.
Maybe my day is already over. | get back to pedaling and try not to think
about it for the next 460 miles.

The next 60 miles melt away with the risen sun. Relief sets in as | settle
into my rhythm, made easier by warm temperatures and a helpful
tailwind. | ride through the open range of Coral Pink Sand Dunes State
Park, a dozen cattle running alongside me for a magical moment.

By mile 100 | regain the lead in my field and reach Orderville, a speck
of a town with a population under 600, and my first resupply. | nab a
cookie and a protein bar from a gas station and refill my water bottles
and hydration pack while overhearing conversations among some
real-life cowboys. No “Yellowstone” cosplay or unnecessarily oversized
trucks here.

| was 18 years old when my father died. | had just returned from a
day at a summer job to find my mom on the landline phone in the living
room. Still in conversation, and likely shock, she mouthed the words to
me, “your dad is dead.” He had suffered a fatal heart attack while hiking
with my younger brother in Bryce Canyon National Park.

23 years and two weeks later, the eerie spires of the hoodoos of Bryce
Canyon loom into view. This is the closest I've come, and one of the
reasons |I'm doing this ride: its proximity to something that shook my
world to its core, forever altering my path. | feel the pull of the mystical,
the spirit realm. | try to imagine the scene: my dad, stout but fit,
collapsing in the dust; my 15-year-old brother running for help that
comes too late. | try to open my heart to any feelings that pass in and
through. I wonder if he'd be proud of who I've become. | will never know.

[ ride on.

The eerie hoodoos of Bryce Canyon. Photo: Zachary Morvant / @zmorvant

The Prospector Inn in Escalante is the first crewed time station. | come
in hot off an absolutely ripping tailwind and downhill section to meet
John, a kind man and Hoodoo veteran who notes my time of arrival,
then points me to my drop bag in the hotel room. It's just before 4pm
and despite my tire issues I'm still on record-setting pace, as long as
my Dynaplug patch holds up. | take 20 minutes for body maintenance:
brushing my teeth, wiping myself down with a cool towel, reapplying
sunscreen and chamois cream. Lotions and potions. | add more air to my
still slowly leaking tire. My drop bag contains several hours’ worth of bars,
gels, and high-carb electrolyte drink mix, which | stuff into pockets and
pour into bottles while chatting with John.

Resupply complete, | thank him and bid him farewell before heading
down the road toward the one bike shop on the route: the Escalante
Cyclery. Maybe they're open and will have a fresh tire for me.

The good news is they're open. The bad news is all of their tires are
gravel or mountain bike-sized rubber that won't fit on my road bike.
Literally and figuratively deflated, | console myself with a gas station
lunch of a ham and cheese sandwich, salty potato chips, and a coke.

"



| catch a glimpse of a lone racer
flying by, followed shortly by a
support van: Matthew Lefthand,
who seems to be leading the
supported solo category. After
about 45 minutes total in Escalante,
I'm back on the road, headed
toward a 3,200 foot climb up
Boulder Mountain.

The ascent is beautiful and
uneventful. | reach the 9,600
feet summit sign near sundown,
donning some layers before the
descent, temperature dropping.
With my slightly soft rear tire, I'm
robbed of the full joy and speed of
the downhill, but still make good
time. Dinner is just before 9pm at
mile 260, a gas station in Torrey:
a turkey club wrap, chili cheese
corn chips, and a nice sugary
energy drink. This will be my last
chance to resupply before the
hotel at mile 368 in Panguitch.

Riding through the night is rarely easy. It's one of those things that,
to me, relies on the power of proof: you don't know what you're capable
of until you've done it.

With a handful of grueling overnight experiences in my pocket—a few
of which were off-road in miserable weather—1 enter the night feeling
confident. Around midnight, despite a good pace and morale-boosting
music from my tiny bluetooth speaker, my energy levels plummet. Some

ultra athletes refer to this as “the witching hour.” Everyone has one. Mine

usually comes later. But | can’t deny my heavy eyelids and sluggish limbs,
and my usual tricks of music and well-timed caffeine are barely working.

Slogging through the darkness, | ponder pulling over and taking out my
space blanket for a quick “ditch nap,” but | see no suitable place along
these highways. | have to keep going. Maybe I'll nap at the hotel. Just a
few more hours. | slurp a caffeinated gel and soldier on.

Mile 368, sometime after 3:30am, a chain motel in Panguitch. Second
in-person checkpoint. Coasting in on fumes, | see numerous crew vans
in the parking lot. It's quiet enough for me to hear the race official, Jen,
crack her room'’s door open. She sticks her head out and we chat just
long enough for her to get my name, record my time, and point me to
the room where my second drop bag is.

I'm still on schedule. My rear tire is holding up with periodic refills of
air. It's my body that needs a moment. | go through my maintenance
routine again, sacrificing another motel towel to my filth. | decide to try
a "nappuccino:” | take a 200mg caffeine pill, then lay down atop the
sheets of a bed, closing my eyes.

Less than two minutes later, it's clear this won't work. My metabolism is
on overdrive, I'm already wide awake and buzzing from the drug. There
will be no sleep until I'm done, but my chassis appreciates the nearly
one-hour break from riding. | once again fill my pockets full of bike food
and my vessels full of liquid, and head out the door to the long, cold
climb up to Brian Head.

Views near the Blues Wilderness Study Area. Photo: Zachary Morvant / @zmorvant




You already know about the Brian Head summit. Let’s talk about
the descent into the desert toward Parowan.

It's 16 miles long, dropping over 4,500 feet in elevation. It starts with
sketchy cross-winds, violent switchbacks, road construction debris, and
13% grades. With my squishy tire and my tired, shivering skeleton, my
senses are on high alert. Palpable heat radiates from my brake rotors.

| pull over twice to let them cool down.

After a harrowing start to the morning, I'm in the desert, the temperature
rapidly climbing. | find a gas station, resupply, and grab a table outside
to strip off my extra layers while wolfing down a steak breakfast burrito.

Real food is magic after hours of energy bars, syrup, and salt. With
90 miles to go, | check Trackleaders.com, which shows the location
of every rider on a map. (I neglected to mention: primarily for safety
reasons, we're all required to carry small satellite trackers.) The nearest
Voyager is over 50 miles behind me. | just have to keep pedaling away,
avoid any mishaps, and seal the deal.

It's easier said than done. Ultra events are masterclasses in “chunking,”
the psychological trick of breaking things down into manageable pieces.
The remainder of the course is hairdryer-hot headwinds, a handful of
close-passing drivers (including one coal roll), and mounting fatigue.
I'll spare you more details but suffice to say | spend an inappropriate
amount of time in my aero bars barely going 9mph.

The reward is Snow Canyon State Park. With less than 20 miles to go,

a winding descent through gorgeous red rocks buoys my spirits before
depositing me on the outskirts of St. George. | pick my way through
town, weaving along with meandering Sunday afternoon traffic, climbing
one last overpass, the finish line in sight.

33 hours and 16 minutes later— after 520 miles and nearly 30,000 feet

of climbing—I'm back where | started. | ride through the arch and the
finishing tape, unleash an exultant cry, and collapse on the cement.
Deborah comes over and hangs a medal around my neck, congratulating
me. | am beyond tired. | am happy. | have a new course record, a World
Ultra Cycling Association championship jersey, and an experience to last
a lifetime.

This one’s for you, Dad.

After a brief rest on the pavement, a victory pose. Photo: Deborah Bowling / eplanetultra
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COMMUNITY PROFILE

CYCLES OF

Keeping Oakland rolling

Many associate the words “cycling” and “cyclist” with sweaty, spandex-
clad athletes—which unfairly erases the experiences of many for whom
the bicycle can be inexpensive, reliable, home-serviceable, joyful
transportation that opens doors and opportunities. One simply needs
that door nudged open and the result can be world-altering. Enter
Cycles of Change.

In the heart of Oakland, Cycles of Change is a BIPOC worker collective
weaving together threads of community, empowerment, and sustainable

The Bikery, Cycles of Change’s community bike shop. Photo: cyclesofchange.org

transportation. With a mission to provide affordable bicycles, educational
programs, and community-building initiatives, CoC is more than just a
bike shop; it's a powerful catalyst for positive change.

Born in 1998 in the basement of East Oakland’s Roosevelt Middle School,
Cycles of Change started with bike mechanic skill sessions and after-school
adventures. Today, they offer in-school bike safety training and watershed
education to thousands of students in Alameda County and beyond.

Naturally, working knowledge of bicycles and how to ride them isn't worth
much without one. That's where The Bikery and Oakland Upcycle—two
of CoC's programs—come into play.

The Bikery is a non-profit community bike shop that offers low-cost
full-service repairs, affordable used bikes for sale, and earn-a-bike
programs for youth. Opened in 2009, The Bikery is committed to making
bicycles accessible to everybody.

Oakland Upcycle, formerly known as Bike-Go-Round, connects low-
income East Bay residents with free bicycles. Program participants are
provided with the tools they need to start cycling as their main mode of

IMPACT BY THE NUMBERS

500 bikes provided by The Bikery to

the community per year (on average)

50 y 000 bicycle safety classes taught

to Alameda County youth to-date

200 free bikes for low-income o

East Bay residents per year

through Oakland Upcycle O O



transport: including a lock, helmet, personalized transportation plan, and
urban riding training. With their new skills and equipment, participants
are able to travel to jobs, services, and other locations that public
transport may not reach.

Want to learn more about Cycles of Change or find a way to help?
Check out cyclesofchange.org/get-involved.

CoC broadens access to biking through education programs and low cost
or free resources. Photos: cyclesofchange.org

NOV 9: HELP US HELP
THE SF-MARIN FOOD BANK

Join us for the Supermarket Street Sweep

<« T\ Smsw Coopers LLP (operators of Bicycle Law) has an
HHH  organizational commitment to helping solve the
&\ problem of hunger in our backyard. We do this
through the Supermarket Street Sweep.

The Supermarket Street Sweep (aka “SMSW" or “The Sweep”) is an
annual bike race that benefits the SF-Marin Food Bank (SFMFB). Since
2005, hundreds of participants have zipped around the city to local
supermarkets and brought back thousands of pounds of food to donate
to this wonderful charity. To date, Sweepers have helped provide over
400,000 meals to neighbors in need.

The 2023 edition of the Supermarket Street Sweep brought in the
equivalent of 15,100 meals through donations of food and cash. Help us
make an even bigger impact by participating, volunteering, or donating.
Follow @bicycle.law on Instagram for updates.

Sweepers in action helping the food bank. Photo: Spencer Siegriest | eside_sipper



SO LONG, DAYLIGHT SAVING:
TIME-CHANGE TIPS

In 2024, the much-maligned shift from Daylight Saving to Daylight
Standard time falls (back) on November 3rd—meaning darkness sets

in an hour earlier. (Early risers may rejoice at the prospect of extra light

during their commute, but that’s not the point of this article.)

With the time change comes a brief spike in accidents for all road users,
and with cyclists being some of the most vulnerable, the effect on us

is outsized. One study showed a 13% increase in fatal crashes” among
cyclists and pedestrians after the fall time change. This can (mostly,
perhaps obviously) be attributed to changing ambient light conditions.
Plainly put: the sun suddenly setting an hour earlier, often during the
evening commute, catches many off-guard.

Here are some tips to help you stay seen and safe during (and after)
the time change. We don't believe cyclists should have to do all of these
things to simply go for a ride—and we are also aware that drivers are
more distracted than ever, so any reasonable measure we can take to
protect ourselves is worth it.

e Bicycle lights: This one may seem obvious, and can have the greatest
effect. Charge those lights up (front and rear) before your ride, make
sure they're bright, and in good working order. If your lights have a
"blink” or "flash” setting, it may be more noticeable to drivers than
steady state mode. (A note on etiquette, however: if you're riding in
a group, flashes may be more likely to blind a rider behind you, so
use your judgment.)

e Reflective material: You don't have to keep the old-school reflectors
that some bike wheels come with (and many of us have removed).
However, consider wearing a vest, jacket, or straps with reflective
material. You can also buy reflective tape or stickers to apply to your
bike or helmet. Yes, there is a risk of looking dorky. But it also can
increase nighttime visibility 600-700 feet, which can buy you precious
seconds of reaction time from a driver.

* Hi-viz clothing: For a certain set, hi-viz never goes out of style. Bright
and/or fluorescent colors can increase nighttime visibility of the
wearer from 150 to 560 feet—and daytime visibility from 400 to 2,200
feet! Many brands also sell helmets in neon colors, so even on
laundry day, you've still got extra protection. Fashion, meet function.
Giddy up.

* "‘Daylight saving time and fatal crashes: the impact of changing light conditions.” April 2024.

www.iihs.org/api/datastoredocument/bibliography/2299
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